FIFINE  AT THE  FAIR
The Rafael faces me, in fine, no dream at all,
My housemate, evermore to glorify my wall.
A week must pass, before heart-palpitations sink,
In gloating o'er my gain, so late I edged the brink
Of doom ; a fortnight more, I spend in Paradise : 540
44 Was outline e'er so true, could colouring entice
So calm, did harmony and quiet so avail ?
How right, how resolute, the action tells the tale!"
A month, I bid my friends congratulate their best:
"You happy Don ! " (to me) : " The blockhead ! "
(to the rest) :                                                          545
"Nodoubthe thinks his daub original, poor dupe!"
Then I resume my life: one chamber must not coop
Man's life in, though it boast a marvel like my
prize.
Next year, I saunter past with unaverted eyes,
Nay, loll and turn my back: perchance to overlook 5So
With relish, leaf by leaf, Dor6's last picture-book.
XXXVI
Imaginethata voice reproached mefrom its frame:
" Here do I hang, and may !    Your Rafael, just
the same,
'T is only you that change : no ecstasies of yore !
No purposed suicide distracts you any more ! "       555
Prompt would my  answer meet such frivolous
attack :
'l You misappropriate sensations. What men lack,
And labour to obtain, is hoped and feared about
After a fashion ; what they once obtain, makes
doubt,
Expectancy's old fretand fume, henceforward void. 560
But do they think to hold such havings unalloyed
By novel hopes and fears, of fashion just as new
To correspond i' the scale ?    Nowise,  I promise
you !
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